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TkHijflork 

He made a blufhing citallofhimfelfe. 

And clad his truant youth with fuch a grace* 

Astfhe maftred there a double ipirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftantlv : 

There didhepaufejbutlet metell the world, 1 
Ifhe outliue the chute of this day, 

England did neucr owe fo fweete a hope 
So muchmifconfhired in his wantonnefle. 

Hot, Coolen,! tlunke thou arc enamored 
On hisfollies: neuerdid I heare 
Of any prince fo wild alibertie : 

But be he as he will, yet once e’rc night, 

I will imbrace him with a fouldicrs arme, 

T hat he fhall Ihrinke vnder my courtefie. 

Arme,armc with Ipeedand fellowes,(buldiers, friendes,’ 

B strer confider what y ou haue to do, 

T hen I that haue not wel the gift of tongue 
Can lift y our blood vp with perfwafion, Enter a mefsenget, 
My Lord, here are letters for you, 

Hcr.I can notreadthem now. 

0, Gentlemcn a the time oflife is fhort: 

To Ipend that fhortnes bafcly,were too long, 

Iflife did ride ypcna'dialspoint, 

Still ending atthc arriuallofan houre. 

And ifwe liue,weliueto tread oil kings. 

If die, braue death when princes die with vs. 

Now for our confcicrtces,the afmes ai;e Lure, 

VVhcn the intent of bearing them is iulh ■ Enter Another, 
Aicf. My Lord, prep are, the king comes on apace. 

Hot, Ithanke him, that ly; cuts mefrom niy tile: 

For 1 profelTe not talking, onely this. 

Let each man doc his belt ; and here draw I a fword, 

Whofe temper I intend to flame 

With the belt blood that I can meet wit hall, 

Intiie aduenture of this perilous day. 

Now elperancc Percy, and fet on, 

Sound a 11 the lofcie lnitruments of war, 

And by that Mufickc let vs ,all embrace. 



of Henry t be fbirrifr* 

Forbeauentolcarthjfomc of vsneuer fhall 
A fecond time doe fuch a courteiie, 

Hen they embrace, the trumpets found, t be kjng enters with hts 
potter ,a/arme to the battelljhcn enter Douglas, and. S irWal » 
terBlunt, 

Blunt. What is thy name, that in battell thusthoua-ofleftme? 
Whathonour dcftthoufeekevponmy head£ 

' Bong. Know then, my name is Douglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus, 
jjecaufe Lome tell me that thou art aking. 

Blunt . Tliey tell thee true. 

Bong. The Lord of Stafford deer e to day hath bought 
Thy likenefle, for inff ead of thee. King Harry, 

Tins fword hath ended jhim,fo fhall it thee, 

Vnleffc tho u yeeid thee as my prifoncr. 

Blunt, I was notborne a y eelder, tliou proud Scot: 

And thou ffialt fin da king that willreucnge 
Lord Staffords death. M 

They fight, Douglas kjls Blunt yheuenter Hotfiur. 

Hot, O Douglas, hadft tltou fought at Holmedon thusj 
Jnewefhad triumpht vpon a Scot. 

Doug. Alsdone,als won: here breathleslyes the king. 

Hot. Where ? 'Doug, Here, 

Hot , This,Douglas? no, I know this face full well, 

A gallant knight he was,his name was Blunt, 

Semhlably furnifh’thkethe kinghnnlclf, 

Doug, Ah foole,goc with thy loule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title halt thou bought too dearc. 

Why didllthou tel me, that thou wert aking ? 

Lot. The king hath many marching in bis coates, 

Doug, Now by my fword, I will kill all his coates : 

He inuither all Jus wardrobe, picc e by piece, ' 

Wtill/meete the king Hot . Vp,and away. 

Our fouldiers {hand full faircly for the day, 

1 Alarms, Enter Fa'lflaljfefolMS, 

^ Bal, Though I coyld Rape fhot-free atLondon,! feare the 
iliot liere, here’s- no fcoring but vpo the pate. Soft, who arc you? 
hr Walter Blunt ,ther’s honor for y ou .herc’sno vanity :I am as 
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